Volume 1 Number 3 1999 ISSN 1481-6628 


TRIPLE ECHO 


AT THE CROSSROADS OF THE SEXES 


The trans scene in 1980s Ottawa 


Gender politics and trans subjectivities 


Plus news, opinion and books 


Collage by Rachel Steen 


Triple Echo 


Volume 1 Number 3 June 1999 


Cover: Mannequin and Sparks Street. Photo 
by Sharon Ehm. 


Confessions of a Gender Defender, page 17. 


CONTENTS 


4 


Editorial 
Old stories and years of change. 


5 


Gender notes 
Current and historical events. 


9 


Remembrance of things past 


A personal recollection of a slice of Ottawa trans 
history. 


13 


The consciously correct trannie 
Our identities are inseparable from the politics of 
gender. 


15 


Books 


Travestis: Sex, Gender and Culture among Brazilian 
Transgendered Prostitutes. 


17 


Books 
Confessions of a Gender Defender: A Psychologist's 
Reflections on Life Among the Transgendered. 


18 


Trans Canada 
Listing of trans organizations across Canada. 


Triple Echo June 1999 


0 Le 


Editorial 


Old stories and years of change 


T have noticed that on several occasions, as ] put together an issue of Triple 

IL Echo, themes begin to appear, mostly without my trying to develop them. 
This issue, for example, concerns itself almost exclusively with our past stories 
and our identities. 

Ihave always felt comforted by the knowledge that people like us have 
been around for a very long time. Yet somehow it never occurred to me that I 
was making history myself. Recently I was asked to write a brief trans history 
of Ottawa for this year’s Pride Program. Although amused that I had suddenly 
become the dowager of the trans community, I was also intimidated by the 
idea. I was fearful that I might inadvertently omit some people and events and 
I didn't think my role in these stories had been that significant. It soon occurred 
to me, however, that if we wait for the perfect moment or just the right person, 
we may lose our history forever. I also realized that perhaps I wasn’t such a bad 
choice to start this history project after all. Not only have I been associated with 
the trans community for almost 20 years, I have, by a lucky stroke of fate, been 
writing a journal during that time. While most of my journal is embarrassingly 
self indulgent, I at least had the sense to record some of the events I was part of 
during those years. 

The history I have written begins with my escape from the closet and 
leads up to the creation of Gender Mosaic. There are, of course, large parts of it 
missing, but I hope this story is an impetus for other people to fill in the blanks 
so that a complete history may one day be assembled. 

In writing this story, I could not help but reflect on how I’ve changed 
over the years. I am grateful that I am stronger and happier than I ever have 
been, but what interests me most is the way I have shifted my perspective on 
who I am as my life’s circumstances have changed. I have become aware of 
how circumscribed my life was under my old, largely male, definitions of self. 
This reinterpretation of myself posed many more questions than it answered. 
At what point in the gender continuum between male and female do I reach 
my full potential? And how do the limited choices that society offers me affect 
the decisions I make on who I am? Is my personal growth as an individual 
inextricably linked with the evolution of my gender identity? 

I don't think there are any simple answers to these questions, but we 
make better decisions if we're aware of them. That means - unfortunately, I 
often think - that we must spend a lot of time thinking about ourselves and a 
lot of academics and medical people must spend a lot of time thinking about 
how we think about ourselves. It's our fate to have our identities used as 
political footballs in the gender studies game. A few of my thoughts on that 
issue are on page 13. 

Gender is something of a gordian knot, but an appreciation for its com- 
plexity inevitably must lead to an acknowledgement that trans people in all 
their diversity not only do exist, but have to exist. It's as natural as being 


human. 


Teddy Michaels 
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Gender notes 
A view from then (and maybe now) 


From The Ottawa Journal, Monday, July 3, 1967 


Dear Ann Landers: I would like to comment on the letters from 
those men (?) who are lounging around in their wives’ dresses, 
wearing bloomers, girdles, nylons and high heels, and yet they have 
the nerve to say that they are perfectly normal. 

Most of those nuts said they were married and have children. 
So what? Marriage and children are not proof of normalcy. In many 
cases, these queers marry to gain respectability and put upa 
smokescreen. 

Men who get their kicks dressing up in women's clothes are 
not normal and it baffles me how a smart woman like you can be 
taken in by such rubbish. Don't you know they are homosexuals? If 
you don't know it you have no business being a human relations 
counsellor. I hope you will set the record straight once and for all. 

No Curlycues 


Dear Curly: I did not say they were normal. They said they were 
normal. Of course Iam aware that something is off-kilter when a 
man gets a charge out of wearing his wife's underwear. And since 
you want to keep the record straight, I must tell you that you are 
wrong when you make the flat statement that these men are homo- 
sexuals. Most of them are not. They are transvestites. Any good 


dictionary explains the difference. Look up both words and educate 
yourself. 


Dear Ann Landers: Reading letters from those oddballs who enjoy 
dressing like women gave me the screaming meemies. It was 
downright frightening. 

I'm beginning to think our civilization is doomed. Although I 
am not an old woman (I'm 52) I do not recall seeing or hearing 
about such behavior until after the Second World War when I 
walked into a bar in San Francisco and the place was swarming 
with weirdists in beaded dresses and high heels. 

Is some sort of deterioration taking place in our society or 
what? Please tell me. 


Something New Has Been Added 


"The woman shall not wear that which pertaineth unto a man, 
neither shall a man put on a woman's garment: for all that do so are 
abomination unto the Lord thy God." 


Dear Ann Landers: I was fascinated by the letter from the man who 

said he enjoyed dressing up in his wife's clothes occasionally and 

that his wife thought it was a scream. He then went on to say that 

whenever they went on a trip they would go out on the town as 

“girlfriends”. I would like to ask a question. When he had to go to 

the bathroom, which one did he go to, the men's or the ladies? 
Inquizzitive 


Dear Quizz: I think this is quite a question, and I don't know the 
answer, but it raises a whole heck of a lot of other questions - none 
of which I'm prepared to answer. 
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June 


1992 


Charlotte Von Mahlsdorf receives notice she will be presented with 
the Service Cross on the Ribbon of Merit for service to the German 
Bundesrepublik. It is a recognition not without irony. As a gay 
transvestite, she spent a good portion of her life being tormented by 
various German governments. Sustained by her passion for antique 
furniture, she rescued valuable pieces of Germany's heritage from 
the esthetic dictates of the Nazis and the philistinism of East Germa- 
ny's communist bureaucrats. She was finally honoured by the 
German government of Helmut Kohl. 


1973 


First production of the Rocky Horror Picture Show goes into produc- 
tion at London's experimental! Theatre Upstairs. The show was so 
popular it was soon moved to the 500 seat King's Road Theatre and 
one year later received financial backing from 20th Century Fox to 
make it into a film. Rocky Horror cost $1 million to make and within 
four years of its release grossed $26 million. Rebecca Bell-Metereau 
wrote that Tum Curry’s "lusty Mae West voice, masculinized Joan 
Crawford face, and almost carnivorous leers at males and females 
alike all combine to create a figure whose allure crosses gender 
lines." 


1969 


The New York Police raid the Stonewall Inn in Greenwich Village. 
Upset that they had been roughed up and had had sex searches 
done on them to establish that they were men, the queens began 
throwing objects at police. More people arrived and started joining 
in. Soon police were lined up along Greenwich Avenue with riot 
gear and shields. The riot lasted all night and continued sporadi- 
cally for days afterwards. Stonewall is considered a seminal event in 
the fight for gay liberation. 


1954 


Management of the Claridge Hotel in London requests a meeting 
with Spencer Tracey regarding Katherine Hepburn, who had been 
spotted repeatedly visiting him in his hotel room. Tracey, expecting 
to hear about the impropriety of their extra marital relationship, 
asks friend Garson Kanin to be there for support. Hotel manage- 
ment instead reveals that Hepburn was violating the hotel's dress 
code by her insistence on wearing trousers. Hepburn, no stranger to 
crossdressing from her college days at Bryn Mawr and whose 
trouser suits were ordered from a men's tailor, refuses to wear a 
dress. A compromise is eventually reached that allows her to enter 


the hotel using the maid's service entrance. 


War Stories 


Journalists anxious to cover 
every angle of the war in Yugosla- 
via have reported that women 
have taken up the battle in 
Kosovo and are fighting and 
dying alongside the men. While 
this may be news in the West, 
where every minor gender devia- 
tion still manages to inspire the 
wonder of the news media, it is 
old hat for the Albanians. 

One of the most celebrated 
Kosovar Albanian resistance 
fighters was Shola Galica, who 
early in the century chose warfare 
over domesticity after marrying 
guerilla leader Azem Galica. The 
reports I've read about the current 
group of Albanian women warri- 
ors, however, stress that they 
want to get married and havea 
family after the war. 

As reassuring as that may 
be to the rest of the world, it 
would perhaps not be out of place 
to report another Albanian tradi- 
tion. In the book Amazons and 
Military Maids, Julie Wheelwright 
describes the so-called “dedicated 
girls” of Northern Albania and 
Montenegro who “wore men's 
clothes, took a masculine name 
and enjoyed all male social rights 
if a family was bereft of a son or if 
a girl refused to marry the hus- 
band chosen for her. These men 
headed households and could 
even exercise political power 
within their village." Of course, 
they were also warriors who 
fought in numerous conflicts in 
the Balkans. 

Cultures which embrace 
gender diversity are not nearly so 
rare as they are made out to be. 


SEE 
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Skirting Trouble 


Will Peter Young, accused 
of trying to defraud investors in 
his position as Fund Manager for 
the Morgan Grenfell Asset Unit of 
Deutsche Bank SG in Britain, be 
using a "Klinger" defence to win a 
lighter sentence from the court? 

The Wall Street Journal 
reported recently that the 41 year 
old Mr. Young has begun making 
his court dates dressed “in the 
sassy cocktail dresses of fashion 
magazines." 

It seems unlikely, despite 
the media's view that cross- 
dressing is inherently a sign of 
mental instability, that the jury 
will find this in itself a reasonable 
defence. Instead, the defence will 
likely argue that his gender 
distress was affecting his perform- 
ance in the real world. As evi- 
dence, they can point to reports in 
the British press that Mr. Young 
“bought 30 jars of pickles on one 
shopping trip, kept condoms in 
his office and spent a lot of time in 
dark rooms muttering to himself." 

While Mr. Young's wife has 
been telling the press that he has 
been crossdressing for some time 
and “needs some help", his 
neighbours claim they never saw 
him dressed as a woman. 

Although he has been 
charged with trying to enrich 
himself at Morgan Grenfell's 
expense, prosecutors have pre- 
sented no evidence that Mr. 
Young actually made any money. 
All the investments in the indict- 
ment flopped. 

He first appeared "in drag 
last November in a sweater 
outfit." He was supposedly better 
dressed for his most recent 
appearance, in a red skirt and 
blouse and black heels. 

The Wall Street Journal also 
reported that his lipstick matched 
the colour of his skirt. 


Triple Echo June 1999 


July 
1938 


Pioneering sex researcher Havelock Ellis dies July 8th in Hintlesham, 
England at age 78. His interest in biology and his personal experi- 
ence led him to compile the seven volume Studies in the Psychology of 
Sex. He coined the term “eonism", derived from France's 
crossdressing Chevalier d'Eon, because he felt the word transves- 
tism placed too much emphasis upon the garments and ignored the 
desire for the role of the opposite sex. Ellis did not find eonism 
especially troublesome, since most of the people he studied led 
relatively satisfying lives and did not harm anyone. His methods 
were scientific and he made no proposals to change the subjects he 
studied. 


1921 


Psychologist John Money born July 8th , Morrinsville, New Zealand. 
Money's work at Johns Hopkins Hospital focused primarily on 
intersex children. He argued for the differentiation of gender iden- 
tity and sexual orientation, but his chief controversial claim was that 
psychosexuality was neutral at birth and was determined mostly by 
socialization. This theory played a significant role in justifying the 
assignment of sex for babies born with ambiguous genitalia, as it 
was felt that with proper socialization the child would grow into the 
appropriate gender. By 1991, Money had concluded that gender 


identity and gender roles were more complicated than he had earlier 
believed. 


1915 


Charlie Chaplin releases his film, A Woman in which he poses as a 
flirtatious lady in order to set a married man and his daughter's 
fiance against one another. Chaplin's imitations of women are 
credible because of his small stature, large eyes and the delicacy of 
his features and his role in A Woman is the most subtle of his imper- 
sonations. 


1654 


Queen Christina of Sweden abdicates the throne, the first Swedish 
sovereign to do so. Leaving Sweden in male attire and under the 
name Count Dohna, she eventually settled in Rome, where she 
received permission to continue wearing men's clothes. Most con- 
temporary accounts of her describe her masculine appearance and 
deportment. "She has a masculine habit, too, of sprawling in chairs 
and throwing her legs about over their arms and legs. She gives one 
the impression that she has behaved in this manner for so long a 
time that she does not act like a boy deliberately in order to shock." 


Calendar 


August 


1971 


Trans rocker Jayne County, then known as Wayne County, arrives in 
London to perform in Andy Warhol's Pork. The play caused "quite a 
bit of upset.... A lot of people just couldn't accept that there was a 
play running in London that had drag queens, nudity, people talking 
about shitting on each other and boys with dyed pubic hair wearing 
women's high heels." 


1949 


Howard Hawks film I Was a Male War Bride, starring Cary Grant and 
Anne Sheridan, is released. Although considered good clean fun at 
the time, critics have since pointed out its obsession with the humili- 
ation of the modern male, as Grant's character becomes a woman, 
first metaphorically and then in appearance. Cary Grant spends less 
than ten minutes of screen time in drag, but it becomes the dominant 
image in the picture. Apparently Grant behaved very effeminately in 
rehearsal while dressed as a woman (a result perhaps of his sup- 
posed bisexuality and fondness for women's underwear) , until 
Hawks demonstrated the broad parody performance that he wanted 
from him. 


1933 


Film maker Roman Polanski born in Paris, August 18th. Polanski's 
films When Angels Fall and Cul de Sac show an interest in transves- 
tism, but his crowning drag film is The Tenant in which the hero 

Trelkovsky gradually begins to transform into Simone Choule, the 
suicidal previous occupant of his apartment. 


1880 


Author Radclyffe Hall, born Marguerite Radclyffe-Hall in London, 
August 12th. Having become financially independent at age 18, she 
took up residence in Church Street, Kensington, began dressing as a 
man and insisted on being called John. She was reported to look like 
a "handsome slim young man." Her novel The Well of Loneliness 
(1928) was the first in English to describe a lesbian relationship. 


1872 


Artist Aubrey Beardsley born Brighton, England, August 21st. A 
number of Beardsley's famous black and white ink drawings fea- 
tured crossdressers and hermaphrodites. He was friends with the 
crossdresser Jerome Pollitt. Pollitt had established a reputation with 
his skirt-dancing act, which he performed under the name Diane de 
Rougy. He remained a friend until Beardsley’s death in March, 1898. 


Quebec moves 
forward 


A transsexual has wona 
precedent setting legal battle to 
have his sex designation changed 
to male from female on his birth 
certificate. His victory in Quebec 
Superior Court clarifies what 
medical procedures are required 
for the province to recognize a 
female-to-male sex change. 


Same-sex couples would 
have the same rights as hetero- 
sexual common-law couples 
under a bill proposed in May by 
Quebec Justice Minister Linda 
Goupil. 


Almodovar wins 
at Cannes 


Spain's Pedro Almodovar 
picked up the top prize at the 
Cannes Film Festival for his film 
All About My Mother. Almodovar 
continues his fascination with 
women and trans people with the 
story of a single mother who loses 
her son when he is hit by a bus 
outside a Madrid theatre. She sets 
off to Barcelona to find the boy's 
father who turns out to bea 
transvestite junkie called Lola. 
Although she fails to find Lola, 
she discovers Antonia San Juan, a 
transvestite friend from 20 years 
ago. Within days she is mothering 
a bizarre menage of flaky stage 
actresses and fellow female 
sufferers. 

Almodovar's 1986 film Law 
of Desire was about a gay movie 
director who longs to live as 
passionately as his transsexual 
brother (now his sister). 
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Remembrance of things 
past 


A personal recollection of a slice of Ottawa trans history 


By Teddy Michaels 


Jn April 1980, an article titled “The Ottawa Non- 
Scene” appeared in TAMs and tissues, a Montreal 
newsletter for transvestites and transsexuals. Written 
by Micheline Johnson, it lamented the fact there was 
almost nowhere for a trans person to go in Ottawa 
and concluded with the question “Where is every- 
body?” 

Coincidentally, the same month the following 
classified ad appeared in the Ottawa Citizen: 


Transvestism, Transsexualism. The unigenderist society 
for androgyny works to advance the lifestyle, interests and 
unity of transgendered persons everywhere through the 
creation of a unigenderist counterculture alternative. 


This so called unigenderist society was little more 
than a male born trans person called Sonia Stevens 
working out of her one room flat in a now demol- 
ished building that stood opposite the public library 
on Laurier Avenue. 

I first met Sonia a month earlier. I had phoned 
the Metropolitan Community Church, which at that 
time was operating a help line for gays and lesbians, 
and asked if they knew of any trans groups in Ot- 
tawa. The person at the other end of the line gave me 
Sonia’s phone number. He told me they received 


quite a few calls from trannies and inquired whether 
he could ask me a few questions, as he didn’t know 
what to tell them. He claimed I seemed to have “my 
head together”, which was news to me. 

The day before I was to visit Sonia, it started 
snowing and didn’t finish until several hours before I 
was to leave for her apartment. The snow was thick 
and wet and many streets were barely passable. The 
stress of driving my car across town in these condi- 
tions combined with my impending visit gave mea 
bad case of the jitters, but as I lodged my car up 
against a snowbank opposite Sonia's place, I knew 
that despite my anxiety I had to go in. 

When I first met her, Sonia was living on the 
top floor of a duplex on Lebreton Street, near Little 
Italy. The front room of her apartment was decorated 
with a shabby sofa, worn to the wood on the arms, a 
table, a few chairs and a record player, with a large 
number of 45s scattered on the floor around it. 
Although it was March, the Christmas decorations 
were still up. 

Sonia was a highly intelligent person and that 
night we had some interesting conversations, but she 
was also undeniably odd. Her interest in 
transgenderism seemed almost entirely political and 
she relished engaging her intellect by arguing. 
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Thinking of it now, lam 
reminded of Jayne County's 
observation in her book Man 
Enough to be a Woman. "Gay 
or straight, an asshole is an 
asshole." 


Once, after she had moved to Laurier Avenue, we 
encountered a teenage couple outside her apartment 
building. They did a small double take upon seeing 
us and then turned into Sonia’s building and started 
up the stairs. As we were following behind them, 
Sonia burst into an incredible speech decrying the 
immorality and decadence of transvestism. This 
continued loudly and without pause up the three 
floors to Sonia’s apartment. By the time we reached 
her door and the couple had knocked on the door of 
the apartment down the hall, they looked to be 
thoroughly intimidated by her sarcasm. I didn’t think 
it had been at all necessary and she probably did 
more harm than good. When their door finally 
opened, I heard the guy say, “Boy, you’ve got weird 
neighbours.” 

That was Sonia. Like most trans people, I once 
thought all trannies were weird except me, and Sonia 
generally didn’t give me much reason to think 
otherwise. 

Still, when Sonia placed her classified ad, I 
knew I had to be a part of her “unigenderist 
counterculture alternative”. 

She asked me if I could talk to some of the 
people who called and I, thinking that we were 
building something important, said yes. Unfortu- 
nately, Sonia’s screening process was non-existent 
and soon I was receiving calls from people whose 
primary interest was their own sexual self satisfac- 
tion. I knew I was in trouble when they started 
asking me, in very particular detail, what I was 
wearing. One fellow, who spoke like Hal from the 
movie 2001, phoned me intermittently for two years. 
I could never quite figure out what he wanted from 
me. It was obvious he wasn't a trannie and yet he 
never got to the point of heavy breathing. I finally got 
rid of him by launching a barrage of personal ques- 
tions at him, which evidently made him very uncom- 

fortable. I never heard from him after that. 

There were, however, many genuine trannies 


10 


phoning also. Most just needed someone to talk to, 
but there were a sufficient number of people whose 
deep need to express themselves overcame whatever 
inhibitions they may have had. 

Our coming out was May 3,1980 when 
Danielle, the transsexual of our unigenderist society, 
held a party at her small basement apartment at 225 
MacLaren Street in Centretown. It was the first time I 
ventured outside in my skirts and the release of years 
of pent up frustration was exhilirating. Tucked away 
in Danielle’s flat, I felt like we were a group of 
political dissidents living under some repressive 
regime, an apt analogy of trans living I have since 
come to believe. 

There were about fifteen of us crammed into 
that small apartment, including three conventionally 
gendered people who wandered in without knowing 
exactly what they were wandering into. They too 
were swept up in the positive energy of the evening. 
When it became too cramped to move around, 
Micheline, who had written the article about Otta- 
wa’s non-scene and who awed us with her ease in 
going anywhere she pleased, suggested we go to the 
Coral Reef Club. 

The Coral Reef, celebrating its 31st anniversary 
this year, is Ottawa’s enduring gay, lesbian and trans 
bar. Its location beneath a parking garage was appro- 
priately discreet for the largely closeted queer com- 
munities of late 1960s Ottawa; but this advantage 
turned into a disadvantage when these same commu- 
nities turned proud. Compared to the defiantly well 
located gay and lesbian bars that opened up in the 
1980s, the Coral Reef was an anachronism, an un- 
pleasant reminder of a closeted past. As the gay, 
lesbian, bi and trans communities look back on their 
past, however, the Coral Reef stands out as a survivor 
and it is hard not to be fond of it. 

Such sentimentality does not diminish the fact 
that when I first approached the front door J felt like I 
was walking into the parking booth. It was the first 
time I had been to the Coral Reef and I didn’t think it 
could be much of a place, but after you go through 
the door and down the stairs, you find a surprisingly 
large room with a stage to your right. There was no 
live entertainment that night, but the disc jockey was 
playing some good tunes. It was about half full, but 
the dance floor was being put to good use and we 
blended in easily. 

Ihad only one minor disagreeable encounter 
with a fellow who muttered something under his 
breath to me and later while I was on the dance floor 
walked by and raised his hand to his mouth as if to 
stifle a laugh. He didn’t upset me; in fact I actually 
felt superior to him. Thinking of it now, I am re- 
minded of Jayne County’s observation in her book 
Man Enough to be a Woman: “Gay or straight, an 
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asshole is an asshole.” 

My evening ended with small talk at Rachel’s 
Sweetland Avenue apartment. She had invited Laury 
and I there for some entirely unnecessary post Coral 
Reef drinks, which nevertheless we quickly agreed 
to. It had been such a magical evening that we didn’t 
want it to end. Nineteen years later, Laury and 
Rachel are still friends of mine, Rachel being the 
resident artist for Triple Echo. 

While we had high expectations after that 
evening, it is difficult to maintain the initial feelings 
of liberation over long periods of time when nothing 
is happening. We thought we were on the verge of a 
major breakthrough, but we were only beginning the 
beginning. That realization can be deflating, and it 
was for me. 

The core members of the unigenderist society 
kept in touch for years afterwards. There were 
occasional meetings in cheap, too small motel rooms 
and sometimes in people’s apartments, but organiz- 
ing was impossible. 

Gradually people began to move on. I lost 
touch with Sonia. She was a difficult and complex 
person and yet I had grown to appreciate her, mostly 
for her intellect and for what she had done for me. I 
am sorry I do not know what happened to her. The 
trans community at that time inevitably foundered 
on people’s different needs and expectations and 
there were never enough of us to form separate, 
smaller groups of like minded people. 

A conversation we had in September of 1983 in 
the Bagel-Bagel restaurant in the Byward Market 
typified this breakdown. Laury and I had just come 
from a drag show at the Coral Reef and were meeting 
up with Micheline, Nicole and a fellow named Jack to 
discuss the formation of a new group. I believe this 
group was eventually to become FACT, an affiliate of 
the American group Federation of American and 
Canadian Transsexuals, although at the time the 
precise nature of this new group hadn’t been estab- 
lished. Everything was going well until Nicole told 
me that I would, of course, be obliged to wearabra 
and a wig. Since I was dressed up but not wearing 
either at the time and was sitting in a straight restau- 
rant in the middle of Ottawa's busiest area without 
being hassled, it seemed absurd to me that I would 
be required to submit to this requirement to protect 
the sensitivities of trans people. 

“We're breaking all the rules and you're 
making new ones?” I was incredulous. 

“You have to respect the decision of the major- 
ity,” Nicole said. 

“I do,” I answered, “that’s why I won’t be 
there.” Nicole suggested that an exception might be 
made for me, but I had no inclination to be an excep- 
tion and did not want to participate. I realized I was 


| was beginning to sound a little 
like Groucho Mam: | refused to 
join any club that would have 
me as a member. 


beginning to sound a little like Groucho Marx: I 
refused to join any club that would have me asa 
member. 

The problem, of course, was the age old one of 
visibility. It was not uncommon in those days for 
trans people who did not pass to be required to come 
to meetings or parties in their male clothes. The 
option to change when you arrived was always 
available, but the requirement for secrecy and discre- 
tion was paramount. J couldn’t see how we were to 
build a proud community under conditions that 
enshrined more rights to passable trans people than 
to those who did not pass. I understood that trans- 
sexuals who lived in the real world were fearful of 
being discovered, but for me personally there was no 
advantage to being a part of such a group. These 
issues have become mercifully fewer as the trans 
community has matured, but they were very real at 
the time. 

By 1988, the loose network of trans people that 
I knew was linked by a very slender thread. 

In the spring of 1988, Judy K. decided she’d try 
to get a group together. Tired of living in a closet, 
Judy had joined the American heterosexual 
crossdressing organization The Society for the Second 
Self (Tri-Ess). She applied for a charter membership 
for the new group, called at that time New Ottawa 
Women, and set about trying to attract members. The 
first call went out to current Tri-Ess members in the 
Ottawa area. There were a few in Ottawa at the time, 
but not many who were sufficiently out to take an 
interest. Jenny Grier was one. 

Jenny, along with Micheline Johnson, had been 
nursing the flickering flame for some years. I first met 
Jenny in March 1979 through Tri-Ess. Although at the 
time it was hugely significant to me personally 
(Jenny was the first trans person I had ever met), it’s 
significance for the trans community lay ten years 
down the road. 


Thad joined Tri-Ess in 1978, but my tentative 
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step out of the closet left me disillusioned. J found the 
entry in my journal: 


Today my mail from the Society for the Second Self 
arrived. I'm disappointed. For one thing, the publication 
they sent is hopelessly trite, complete with silly, philistine 
cartoons, grade two level poetry (“and wasn't Joanne’s 
verse beautiful” Oh, God!) and some rather foolish letters. 
The accompanying pamphilet on The Society for the Second 
Self is more sensible but has some atrocious pictures of men 
in women’s clothing. The ridiculous part is not that they 
look like men - they don’t - but rather that the clothes are 
so dowdy that they look like a group of Edith Bunkers. 


Whatever my views of Tri-Ess at the time, and 
I freely admit they were somewhat cruel, my joining 
proved to be one of the more fortuitous decisions of 
my life. Never underestimate the importance of small 


The diverse group of trans people 
parading from the visitors parking 
lot across the pavement down to 
Judy's end unit must have caused 
no small amount of conversation 
around the barbecues that 


SUMMET. 


events. Although Jenny and I maintained only 


cursory contact over those ten years, it was Jenny that 


phoned to let me know that Judy was organizing a 
new group. 

The first meeting of New Ottawa Women took 
place May 4, 1988. There were six of us present, three 
Tri-Ess members and three members of the late, great 
unigenderist society. 1 enjoyed myself, but remained 
unconvinced: 


Judy was mightily encouraged by our first meeting, but I 
felt as if I'd seen it before. She’s been getting a lot of phone 
calls and seems optimistic that these phone calls will 
materialize into people. I know, however, what a paranoid 
lot transvestites are. I have every intention of supporting 
her efforts, but for the time being have adopted a “show 
me” attitude. 


; I was wrong. Judy’s timing was perfect. 
Meeting twice a month in her west end townhouse 


(the dates were set around the time Judy had custody 
of her son), the group began to gather steam. As it 
did, it became clear that the initial rules of conduct, 
set in part by Tri-Ess and in part by Judy, who after 
all had to live at our meeting place long after we had 
left, were beginning to crumble. Although Judy 
initially wanted only passable trans people to come 
dressed, that rule collapsed almost immediately and 
she more or less threw up her hands in surrender. 
That liberal attitude was responsible for much of the 
development of what was to become Gender Mosaic. 
The diverse group of trans people parading from the 
visitors parking lot across the pavement down to 
Judy’s end unit must have caused no small amount 
of conversation around the barbecues that summer. 

Little did those people know they were wit- 
nessing the beginning of a major piece of recent 
Ottawa trans history. 


Editors note: In future issues, I will be mining my journal 
for stories from the early days of Gender Mosaic. I am 
interested in receiving other similar articles. Recollections 
of Ottawa's FACT group, for example, would be much 
appreciated, as would trans histories from other cities 
across Canada. 


Rachel Steen 
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The 
Consciously 
Correct 
Trannie 


Trans (dentities are footballs in the 
gender studies game 


By Teddy Michaels 


Tt’'s true we have brought it upon ourselves. If you 
Lego around saying “I feel like a girl” or “I feel like a 
boy” when it seems plain to everyone else that you’re 
just the opposite, questions are inevitable. Why? 
How? What does it mean? 

For over a hundred years, why and how were 
the questions that dominated our lives. If someone 
could only figure out the answers to those, maybe a 
“cure” could be found. Although the people studying 
us never spoke of their research in those terms, it is 
obvious prevention was uppermost in their mind. 
They needed to know why so that they could stop 
this trans thing from happening to others, and we in 
our self loathing often agreed that would be a desir- 
able thing. 

Somewhere along the way, though, a “cure” 
was discovered, although it was hardly to everyone’s 
satisfaction. Sex reassignment surgery has, in the 
jargon of the pharmaceutical industry, proven effec- 
tive for relief of the major symptoms of gender 
dysphoria. This was a cure with such major social 
implications, however, that what does it mean soon 
became more important than why or how. 

What does it mean is the process by which 
academics, professionals and now gender outlaws 
themselves evaluate the identities of trans people. It 
comes after the why and the how. It assumes we have 


these feelings, but then dissects them into component 
parts. If the sum of these component parts are judged 
to be satisfactory in approximating an opposite 
gender identity, then “genuine” transsexuals are 
permitted the surgery; if not, back you go into a 
hostile society. 

How we construct our identities is, of course, a 
complicated business. This became clear very early to 
those people who demanded precise categories 
before they could condone the surgery. Some even 
suggested that the surgery itself created the category. 
In a paper in the journal Social Problems, Dwight 
Billings and Thomas Urban argued that “transsexual- 
ism is a socially constructed reality which only exists 
in and through medical practice... The legitimation, 
rationalization, and commodification of sex-change 
operations have produced an identity category - 
transsexual - for a diverse group of sexual deviants 
and victims of severe gender role distress.” In other 
words, no operation, no transsexual. No problem . 

Bernice Hausman expands on this theme ina 
more balanced paper in the Journal of the History of 
Sexuality. She argues that the development of the 
medical specialties of endocrinology and plastic 
surgery provided “technological and ideological 
grounds for the transsexual phenomenon.” Unlike 
Urban and Billings, who more or less considered 
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What the media so glibly refers to as our sexual 
confusion is really only our journey to find a 
place where we are relatively comfortable. 


transsexuals the dupes of technology, Hausman 
acknowledges the work of transsexuals who chal- 
lenged and ultimately reconfigured conventional 
categories of the “gender distressed” using the means 
provided by medicine itself - the development of 
plastic surgery and endocrinology. 


My analysis attempts to account for the interplay of 
technology, subjectivity, and the agency of transsexual 
subjects, and I argue that technological development, as a 
counterpart of its effect on knowledge, has the effect of 
producing new forms of subjectivity 


All people reconstitute themselves based on 
what they know or what possibilities exist for their 
lives. It is, therefore, undoubtedly true that the 
existence of modern medical procedures has affected 
the subjectivity of all trans people. In an ideal world, 
we would all be aware of the subtle influences that 
gender, culture, and technology had on the way we 
look at ourselves. It is trans people’s misfortune that 
we are all expected to have this elevated sensibility, 
this talent to appreciate how the gender system 
manipulates us. We are required to explain ourselves 
thoroughly and then, armed with our self awareness, 
we are assigned the task of educating the public on 
the vagaries of gender. 

In the Billings and Urban paper, for example, 
the authors take trans people’s supposed ignorance 
of their own consciousness and turn it into an argu- 
ment against sex reassignment surgery. They claim 
that “sex-change surgery implicitly reaffirms tradi- 
tional male and female roles” and suggest that the 
medical profession's willingness to perform the 
surgery "has indirectly tamed and transformed a 
potential wildcat strike at the gender factory”. 

This argument is similar to the one Janice 
Raymond makes in The Transsexual Empire, where she 
defines gender identity in the conventional terms 
which she personally finds satisfactory and then goes 
on to complain that transsexuals reinforce male and 
female roles. (It’s astonishing how much mileage 
Raymond has got out of her bitter diatribe, which is 

still widely quoted.) You can have your cake and eat 
it too. Blame the transsexuals for a gender system 


14 


you pretend to dislike. 

It is now over 15 years since Urban, Billings 
and Raymond advanced their arguments against sex 
change surgery and astonishing changes have oc- 
curred. The surgery is still around and yet the “po- 
tential wildcat strike at the gender factory” has come 
about anyway, two facts we were led to believe 
would not coexist. 

Once again, a discussion of our subjectivities is 
front and centre in our evolution as gender outlaws. 
Trans activists like Ricki Anne Wilchins insist we 
need to understand how we create and categorize 
our own identities: 


A politics of “transgender” which is unable to ask how 
“transgender” came about, about how and why we 
understand ourselves AS transgender, unconsciously 
accepts the status quo in very important ways. It insures 
that we will all continue to understand ourselves, our 
bodies, and our desires through the identities staked out for 
us by the very system we're supposed to be fighting. 


I can’t argue with this observation, which I 
believe to be true. There was a time when I was 
exasperated at how little attention trans people paid 
to the gender system that plays such a major role in 
how we view ourselves. And yet, as time goes by, I 
find myself becoming less judgemental, less insistent 
on this need for heightened gender awareness. 

I have watched my own concept of self change 
over the years. When I was very little, I viewed what 
Inow refer to as my transgenderism solely in terms 
of my crossdressing. Although acutely aware of my 
difference, I was more or less resigned to being a boy. 
Consequently, my rebellion, which at that time took 
place only in my mind, was to question why I was 
forced to wear what I had to wear when girls seemed 
able to wear pretty well what they wanted. It seemed 
to me that boys needed to be liberated from these 
unreasonable taboos. 

Even as I grew older, I still thought of myself 
as male and that my repression was caused by a 
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Travesti: Sex, Gender and Culture among 
Brazilian Transgendered Prostitutes, by 
Don Kulick. University of Chicago Press, 
ISBN 0-226-46099-1 (paper). 


By Teddy Michaels 


It’s a strange and interesting world. That was 
the recurring thought going through my head as I 
made my way through Travesti, Don Kulick’s book on 
the transgendered prostitutes of Brazil. 

Kulick, an anthropologist at Stockholm Univer- 
sity, provides an excellent example of how culture 
influences our perception of gender and how, by 
extension, our own North 
American culture shapes the 
way we See ourselves. 

From our perspective, 
anyone who adopted a femi- 
nine name and clothing, 
transformed his body into a 
feminine shape by ingesting 
female hormones and by 
taking the apparently desper- 
ate action of injecting indus- 
trial silicone would appear to 
want to be a woman pretty 
badly. Kulick claims, however, 
that far from identifying as 
women, travestis (the word is 
derived from the verb 
transvestir, or crossdress) think 
themselves male. Furthermore, 
they think any male who 
would claim the subjectivity of 
a woman is mentally ill. 

Although this is the sort 
of argument that I would 
ordinarily greet with some 
skepticism, I admit he makes a 
compelling case. While the travestis’ belief that 
transsexuals are psychologically unbalanced is 
clearly on shaky ground (something to do with 
semen being unable to leave the body after surgery 
and somehow lodging itself in the brain), their male 
identities are a clear construct of the gender system 
under which they live. 

Although they think themselves male, they 
nevertheless do not think themselves men: 


Don Kulick 


Manhood is the result of particular interests and particular 
acts. And one of the defining attributes of being an homem, 
being a man, in the gender system that the travestis invoke 
is that a male classified as a man will not be interested in 
another male’s penis. A man, in this interpretive frame- 


work, will happily penetrate another male's anus. But he 
will not touch or express any desire for a penis. For him to 
do so would be tantamount to relinquishing his status as a 
man. 


Although the Euro-American notion that both same 
sex partners are homosexual also exists in Brazil, the 
concept that it is only the male being penetrated who 
is the viado, the homosexual, also has some currency. 
The underlying assumption in the latter is that all 
sexual desire is a form of heterosexuality. The travesti 
being penetrated is “like a woman” and for this 
reason shares the same gender as a woman. Gender, 
consequently, is seen more in terms of sexuality than 
it is in anatomical sex. (Indeed, sex between two 
macho men or two women is seen 
as an aberration.) 
This cosmology, combined 
with the reality of the travestis’ 
lives, creates a fascinating subcul- 
ture. On occasion the travestis will 
express an envy of women, but 
their gender system makes it 
impossible for them to think of 
themselves as being women. Any 
travesti with such notions is soon 
brought down to earth by her 
fellow travestis with the sarcastic 
comment that she’s “feeling like a 
woman”. And yes, they mostly 
refer to themselves as “she”. 
Kulick claims that the sole 
reason they inject themselves with 
silicone is to attract men, but this 
surely is one instance where his 
bias as a gay male is clouding his 
judgement. He provides ample 
evidence that the travestis appre- 
ciate their feminine bodies and I 
am not convinced that it’s done 
merely to aid them in their profes- 
sion, which is of course prostitution. When they are 
not prostitutes, travestis must still live with their 
bodies and it’s not likely they would alter them if 
they didn’t like the way they looked afterwards. 
This silicone application is mind boggling in 
itself. Travestis usually have between two and five 
liters in their bodies, most of it in the hips and bum. 
This creates the desired teardrop bunda (buttocks) 
which, unlike the North American and European 
fixation on breasts, is the essence of female allure in 
Brazil. The injected silicone will bind with tissue in 
the body, although the travesti must take precautions 
immediately after its application not to have it run 
down her body into her legs. In the 80s when Brazil- 
ian police made a sport of tormenting travestis, they 
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would kick and beat the travestis in the buttocks, 
thigh and breasts knowing the silicone would splatter 
in all directions and would deform the travestis for 
life. 

Remember, this is industrial not surgical 
silicone. Travestis have been injecting it only since the 
early 80s and once injected it is a permanent feature 
of their bodies. The effect on their health is not yet 
documented, but one presumes, given the controver- 
sial nature of surgical silicone, that it cannot be good. 
Kulick mentions one travesti called Simone Concreto, 
so named because the numerous liters of silicone in 
her body had turned it hard as concrete. 

As far as academic books go, this is a real page 
turner. It is endlessly fascinating to see how travestis 
form their lives around their view of gender and how 
they resolve the contradictions that such a view 
imposes on them. And overlaying the gender system 
of the travestis is the contradictory attitudes of 
Brazilians to transgendered people, some of whom 
figure prominently in television and in magazines. 


Regrettably, the fact that a handful of travestis manage to 
achieve wealth, admiration, and...an almost iconic cultural 
status means very little in practice for the vast majority of 
travestis. Those travestis, the ones that most Brazilians 
only glimpse occasionally standing along highways or on 
dimly lit street corners at night, or on the crime pages of 
their local newspaper, are one of the most marginalized, 
feared, and despised groups in Brazilian society. 


I like to think that one measure of a good book 
is how much I learned from it. I learned a lot from 
this one. 
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1998 LAMBDA LITERARY FINALISTS 
TRANSGENDER CATEGORY 


Boy-Wives and Female Husbands: Studies of African 
Homosexualities, edited by Will Roscoe and Stephen 
Murray, St. Martin's Press. 


More a book on homosexuality than transgenderism, 
Boy-Wives and Female Husbands is nevertheless, an 
interesting anthropological study of African societies 
and gender variation. 


Female Masculinity, by Judith Halberstam. Duke 
University Press. 


A well researched work that presents a thorough analysis 
of masculinity. Halberstam demonstrates the historical 
relationship between the so-called normal, and therefore 
invisible, masculinity of males and those other types of 
masculinities often seen as perverted. 


Suits Me: The Double Life of Billy Tipton, by Diane 
Wood Middlebrook, Houghton Mifflin Company. 


A thoughtful and well-written biography of jazz musi- 
cian Billy Tipton. 


Trans Liberation, by Leslie Feinberg, Beacon Press. 


A book compiling some of Feinberg's best speeches and 
interspersed with some other transgender voices. 


The Empress is a Man: Stories from the Life of Jose 
Sarria, by Michael R. Gorman, Haworth Press. 


In 1961, Jose Sarria was the first openly gay political 
candidate to run for San Francisco's Board of Supervi- 
sors. Although he didn't win that post, soon after he 
became the Empress Jose I, inaugurating an Imperial 
Court System that still holds sway over the city's drag 
and gay society. 


The winner, selected in May, was The Empress is a Man, 
by Michael R. Gorman. Although J haven't read all the 
books, some of their descriptions suggest to me that 
Lambda’s interpretation of transgender is anything witha 
little drag in it. My winner would be Female Masculin- 
ity, by Judith Halberstam. 


Sirs nnn -nn aE seen 
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Confessions of a Gender Defender, by 
Randi Ettner, Ph.D. Chicago Spectrum Press, 
ISBN 1-886094-51-9 (paper). 


By Teddy Michaels 


This is a little summer confection, a quick trans 
read on the beach as you lounge in your pretty two- 
piece or manly trunks. Granted it is not always a light 
read, the occasional story of a trans suicide is never 
pleasant; but the "As seen on Oprah" sticker firmly 
pasted on the book's cover more or less guarantees 
that we’re not going to get too deep here. Confessions 
of a Gender Defender is only 150 odd pages of large 
type, so it's easily digestible in one sitting. 

Most of the material is not anything well 
informed trans people wouldn’t already know. Still, 
it’s always affirming to read about other people’s 
journeys, particularly when presented by a sympa- 
thetic psychologist like Randi Ettner. Here is Robert’s 
story, who at age 84 came to the sudden realization 
that he was a transsexual. Surprising perhaps, and 
yet the future Roberta methodically goes about 
making a convincing case for herself. 

And the most remarkable thing about Marty’s 
journey from female to male is not so much the 
person himself as how he could live in the 1990s and 
be completely unaware of transsexualism. 


Marty was astonished. He didn’t know which was more 
amazing: the idea that there were enough people who 
wanted to change their gender that a doctor could make a 
living at it, or that there were men who wanted to be 
females. Marty couldn't understand why someone who 
was lucky enough to be born a real guy would want to “go 
and cut it off.” 


Marty, Marty! 

Of course, Marty isn’t the only one who 
doesn’t have a clue. Being privy to some private 
discussions among medical and psychiatric people, 
Ettner reveals what many of us have long suspected. 
There are a lot of ignorant doctors and psychiatrists 
out there. I especially liked the bit about the plastic 
surgeon she met at a conference who went on and on 
about "breast augmentation, liposculpting, facial 
peels, scar removal, tummy tucks... You know, all the 
things that make people feel better about themselves" 
only to go off in a pique when Ettmer tells him she 
evaluates patients for sex reassignment surgery. 
“That,' he says, ‘is not a valid surgery.’” 

Nevertheless, its always encouraging to see the 
occasional ray of light shine through. Ettner believes 
that too often “individuals with gender dysphoria are 
misdiagnosed as being obsessive-compulsive person- 


Randi Ettner, Ph.D. 


A PSYCHOLOGIST’S KEELPCTIONS ON LIEK AMONG THE TRANSGENDERED 


ality disorders" and acknowledges that the psychiat- 
ric community is having second thoughts about 
lumping transvestites together with fetishists. Ah 
well, I guess they had to figure it out for themselves 
before they believed anything we might have to say. 

Although the subtitle says “life among the 
transgendered", the book is primarily about trans- 
sexuals. Despite far too many editing errors, this isa 
good book to give to friends who may want to learna 
little more about transsexualism. 
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masculinist culture that was hostile to and fearful of 
feminine men. There was only one approved way to 
be male and if you couldn’t be that way, you had at 
least to pretend you were. I framed my struggle in 
much the same way feminists framed their struggle 
against male oppression. 

Ihave long known that the basis of my 
transgenderism was what I understood to bea 
feminine sensibility. At some point it occurred to me 
that it was just as easy for me to think of myself as a 
woman as it was to think of myself as a man. That 
revelation brought on an interesting shift in my view 
of myself. If ] thought of myself as a woman, so many 
events in my life - the way I behaved, the way people 
reacted to me, my successes and failures - suddenly 
took on entirely different meanings. 

It was at once a thrilling reinterpretation and a 
frightening one. I had, I realized, made the first step 
toward reconfiguring myself as transsexual, some- 
thing I never thought I was. My point in this is not 
that I believe myself to be transsexual, only that the 
fluidity of my gender expression settled upon con- 
ventional interpretations as an inevitable result of my 
living in the real world. 

Trans people do this all the time. It is how we 
evolve and ultimately how we survive. What the 
media so glibly refers to as our sexual confusion is 
really only our journey to find a place where we are 
relatively comfortable. Talk of trans subjectivities, 
while intellectually stimulating, has little resonance 
for the average trans person. At times it lapses into 
incomprehensible jargon, like those pompous art 
catalogues that attempt to describe a wonderful 
painting. The description of it ultimately cannot 
capture the emotional power of the experience. 
Whether we like it or not, we are stuck in the real 
world and most of us grow to define ourselves by 
those limited choices. 

Nevertheless, contrary to the notion of trans- 
sexual as gender conformist, just being a trans person 
is inherently subversive. The personal is indeed 
political. There’s a kind of historical progression to 
this fluid mass of trans subjectivities which even now 
is sorting itself out. Think of some of the simplistic 
ways in which we defined ourselves in the past and 
how sophisticated we have become now. Our 
progress in understanding ourselves is astounding. 

The complexity of gender ensures that the trans 
communities will never present a unified front 
against the existing gender system, and yet in all our 
personal struggles we have still managed collectively 
to come a long way. 


TRANS CANADA 
Alberta 


Illusions Transgendered Society of Alberta 

426 - 8 Avenue, S.E., 

Calgary, AB, T2G OL7 

(403) 265-7789 

E-Mail: bnblethr@cadvision.com 

Web: http://www.geocities.com/WestHollywood/ 
Village /5276/ 


Illusions provides a safe, discreet atmosphere in which 
crossdressers and transsexuals can meet others. Social events. 


Phi Sigma 

PO Box 81115, 755 Lake Bonavista Dr SE, 
Calgary, AB, T2) 7C9. 

(403) 271-6247 


Phi Sigma is a chapter of The Soctety for the Second Self and 1s 
open to male, heterosexual crossdressers. 


Edmonton Transgender Support Line 
(403) 988-3738 


Illusions in Edmonton 

Box 1852, Main Post Office, 
Edmonton, AB, T5] 2P2 
(403) 488-3234 


British Columbia 


BC FTM Network 

P.O. Box 10, 1895 Commercial Drive 
Vancouver, BC, V5N 4A6 

(604) 254-7292 

E-mail: bcftmnet@hotmail.com 


The BC FTM Network offers peer support and accurate informa- 
tion for fentale-to-males, their partners, family, friends and allies. 
There is a limited lending library of books, videos and newsletters 
and a support/discussion group that meets twice a month. It is 
open to anyone assigned female at birth who identifies as male 
some or all of the time, regardless of where that person is at in 
regard to transitioning or not. 


Cornbury Society 

PO Box 3745, 

Vancouver, BC, V6B 3Z1 

(604) 862-1321 

E-mail: cornbury@be.sympatico.ca 

Web: www.transgender.org/tg/cornbury / 


Cornbury Society is a social/support group catering to male, 
heterosexual crossdressers. Spouses and partners welcome. 
Meetings and monthly newsletter. 
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Zenith Foundation 

8415 Granville Street, PO Box 46, 
Vancouver, BC, V6P 4Z9 

Phone (604) 261-1695 

Fax (604) 266-4469 

Web: www.GenderWeb.org/~zenith/ 


Zenith Foundation - Victoria Chapter 
Ste 303, 955 Cook St, 

Victoria, BC, V8V 3Z1 

(250) 384-4635 


Zenith ts a charitable non-profit foundation. Its objectives are to 
work toward improving the security and circumstances of people 
with gender dysphoria, primarily transsexuals. Main aims are in 
education, information and advocacy, support and counselling. 
There is also a social component. Primary publication is the 
bimonthly Zenith Digest. 


Manitoba 


Prairie Rose Gender Club 
PO Box 23 Grp 4 RR1, 
Dugald, MB, ROE OKO 
(204) 257-2759 


Nova Scotia 


ATG (Atlantic TransGender) in Halifax 
E-Mail: atggrp@geocities.com 
Web: www.geocities.com/WestHollywood/7557/ 


ATG provides a safe haven for transgendered individuals and 
those who share their lives. Contact via internet. 


ValleyPRIDE (Kentville) 
E-Mail: mike.giffin@ns.sympatico.ca, 
Web: www.geocities.com/WestHollywood /Heights /2377/ 


An informal social gathering of lesbian, gay, bisexual, 
transgendered and two-spirited persons who are out and about in 
the Annapolis Valley of Nova Scotia. Meetings and social events. 


Ontario 


Canadian Boyz and SOFFAs 

Chapter of American Boyz FTM Support Network 
Marcus Charles Frappier (416) 466-0235 

E-Mail: mc@oil.ca 

Web: www.netgsi.com/~listwrangler/ 


Canadian Crossdressers Club - Wildside (Toronto) 
161 Gerrard St E, Toronto, ON, M5A 2E4 

(416) 921-6112 

E-Mail: info@wildside.org 

Web: www.wildside.org/ 


Affiliated with Wildside, a store for crossdressers and drag 
queens. 


Gender Mosaic of Ottawa 

PO Box 7421, Vanier, ON, K1L 8E4 

(819) 770-1945 

E-Mail: gender_mosaic@geocities.com 

Web: www.geocities.com/WestHollywood /9630/ 


Gender Mosaic is a non-profit support group which serves the 
trans community in Ottawa and surrounding area. Services 
include monthly social, discussion and spouse/partner support 
meetings, a bimonthly newsletter and a lending library. 


ON.FTM 

378 - 532 Montreal Road, Ottawa, ON, K1K 4R4 
(613) 728-7776 

E-Mail: onftm@cyberus.ca 


Open to anyone assigned fernale at birth who identifies all or part 
of the time as male. Information, peer support, socials and 
discussion. Speakers available. 


Ottawa TS Discussion Group 

P.O Box 42067, RPO St. Laurent, 
Ottawa, ON, K1K 4L8 

E-mail: ts-ottawa@canada.com 

Web: members.xoom.com/ottawats/ 


Provides a safe forum for all transsexuals and intersexuals in 
Eastern Ontario and Western Quebec. Social/support meetings. 
Lending library. 


SOS Club - TS (in Toronto) 

Support for Spouses of Transsexuals in transition 
C/O The 519 Church St. Community Centre 

519 Church Street, Toronto, ON, M4Y 2C9 
E-Mail: sosclub@idirect.ca 

Web: webhome.idirect.com/~players/ 


Toronto Transition Support 
519 Church Street, Toronto, ON, M4Y 2C9 


Xpressions 

PO Box 223, Station A, Toronto, ON, MSW 1B2 
(416) 410-6949 

E-Mail: xpressions@xpressions.org 

Web: www.xpressions.org 


Not-for-profit, open, social and support group. Monthly newslet- 
ter and quarterly publication, Monarch. 


Quebec 


FACT Quebec 
PO Box 293, 5858 Cote de Neiges Blvd, 
Montreal, PQ, H3S 286 


Le Spectre (Montreal) 
(514) 528-1700 
Contact Michelle de Ville. 


Travestis Montreal 
E-Mail: mac@mlink.net 


Web: www.mlink.net/~mac/tvm.html 
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